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SUCCESS  STORY 


“It’s  a great  day,  McKlosky,”  said 
the  illustrious  gentleman  to  himself  as 
he  lay  basking  in  the  glorious  Florida 
sunshine,  smoking  a fat  cigar  and  tend- 
erly stroking  his  paunch.  That  illustri- 
ous gentleman.  J.  J.  McKlosky,  inventor, 
was  having  a wonderful  time  in  Miami 
at  his  firm’s  expense.  As  he  relaxed  on 
the  sands,  he  began  to  think  about  his 
past  life,  which  had  led  to  his  high  posi- 
tion and  this  pleasant  vacation.  Slowly, 
he  began  to  doze  and  soon  was  fast 
asleep. 

Mac’s  thoughts  seemed  to  move  back- 
wards, and  finally  out  of  the  mist  of  the 
subconscious  his  old  Alma  Mater  ap- 
peared— B.  L.  S.  Good  old  B.  L.  S.H 
It  was  at  that  worthy  institution  J.  J. 
had  matured;  physically,  for  in  the 
fourth  class  he  outgrew  his  knickers  and 
proudly  stepped  into  long  pants,  and 
mentally,  for  it  took  him  only  six  years 
to  complete  the  six-year  course. 

Having  been  graduated  from  the 
“Schola  Latina  Bostoniensis,”  he  was  ac- 
cepted by  and  immediately  entered  the 
hallowed  halls  of  “Barbershop  U.”  At 
this  college  of  great  renown  Mac  pursued 
the  sciences,  but  I am  afraid  he  never 
caught  up  with  them.  After  four  years 
of  strenuous  mental  effort  he  graduated, 
minima  sans  laude,  and  received  his  D.O. 
degree  (Dr.  of  Ologies  from  Astrology  to 
Zoology) . McKlosky  was  immediately 
snatched  up  by  the  Welldun  Corpora- 
tion. Engineers  and  Inventors,  who  were 
looking  for  a man  with  his  peculiar  tal- 
ents. 

After  five  years  of  faithful  and  highly 
commendable  work  as  custodian,  the 
pride  of  Barbershop  U.  was  taken  into 
the  firm  as  junior  assistant  to  the  13th 
Vice-President.  It  was  during  these 
years  that  civilization  was  blessed  (and 
profited,  I’m  sure)  by  receiving  J.  J.’s 


attention.  His  most  remarkable  inven- 
tion was  the  string  with  one  end,  there- 
by having  no  end.  When  its  ingenious 
inventor  applied  this  to  “red  tape,”  he 
came  close  to  finding  the  answer  to  the 
national  unemployment  problems. 

The  applause  of  the  nation  thund- 
ered in  the  ears  of  the  modest  McKlosky 
when  he  went  to  Washington  to  receive 
the  Order  of  “Forever  Yours”  from  the 
vice-president  of  the  U.  S.  A.,  for  the  idea 
had  been  capitalized  upon  by  all 
branches  of  government  service.  Spurred 
on  by  this  success  (and  by  the  hope  of 
promotion) , the  mental  wizard  devoted 
all  his  efforts  to  the  development  of  a 
pet  idea — dehydrated  wTater.  When 
finally  developed,  it  was  not  the  scien- 
tific angle,  but  rather  the  commercial 
one  that  put  this  brainchild  across,  for 
all  dehydrated  products  had  become  the 
vogue.  J.  J.  called  the  product  of  his 
mental  achievement  S.T.E.A.M.,  an  ab- 
breviation for  the  complex  technical 
name  proposed  by  his  employers. 

Yes,  it  was  these  and  many  other 
similarly  successful  inventions  which 
pushed  McKlosky  up  the  ladder  of 
fame — and  also  into  high  income  tax 
brackets.  His  fame  now  eclipsed  all 
other  inventors  and  upon  completion  of 
his  newest ? 

“Harumph!  Haa!  What!!??,”  exclaimed 
J.  J.  McKlosky  awakening,  for  at  this 
point  the  tide  had  come  in  and  doused 
both  his  feet  and  his  colorful  biography 
with  cold  water. 

Slowly  (for  to  Mac  moving  quickly 
during  a vacation  was  sacrilege)  he 
changed  the  position  of  his  pink  pajama- 
clad  hulk  to  a much  safer  locale  and  sur- 
veying the  grandeur  of  his  surroundings, 
he  said,  “It’s  a GREAT  day,  J.  J.” 

H.  L.  Langenthal,  ’45 
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MID-WINTER  IDYL 


"Thief!  Swindler!  Assassin!”  I shout- 
ed, as  A1  ran  like  mad  around  the  corn- 
er. "I’ll  get  that  guy!  Just  wait  till  he 
tries  to  get  the  Glunk’s  test  from  me,” 
I muttered  into  my  day-old  beard. 

“Al”  Breger  was,  once  upon  a time, 
my  best  friend,  but  all  that  has  changed 
now  and  all  because  of  the  first  cause, 
woman! 

It  all  began  about  two  weeks  before 
the  “prom”.  My  “date”  had  a case  of 
measles,  and  I was  desperate  for  a sub- 
stitute. if  such  there  could  be.  “Al” 
(the  roof  should  fall  in  on  him!)  was 
taking  Frances,  a jolly  girl  from  Newton, 
whom  I knew  slightly.  He  was  very 
solicitous  about  my  misfortune. 

We  were  seated  in  the  Register  room 
discussing  my  problem  when  suddenly 
“Al”  got  an  idea.  I could  tell  by  the 
way  he  spurted  a mouthful  of  bread, 
cheese,  and  milk  halfway  across  the 
room,  and  took  a fit  of  coughing  that 
shook  the  windows.  When  he  had 
stopped  gasping,  he  spoke. 

“Ed.  I’ve  got  it!  I’ll  fix  you  up.  Just 
leave  it  to  little  Al.  "Little  Al.”  who  is 
a mere  six-feet-three  and  growing  fast, 
continued,  “My  girl  has  a friend  who 
would  love  to  go  to  a prom  with  a Latin 
School  boy,  even  you.” 

“Whadya  mean — even  me?”  I re- 
torted belligerently. 

“Uh  . . . especially  you,  I mean,”  he 
said  nervously.  "Don’t  worry.  I’ll  handle 
everything.  All  you  have  to  do  is  show 
up  Wednesday  night.  By  the  way,  her 
name  is  Linda  West.  I’ll  call  her  for 
you  myself  and  make  the  date.” 

Well,  I know  enough  to  come  in  out 
of  the  rain;  so  I started  to  make  discreet 
enquiries  concerning  Miss  Linda  West 
of  Newton  Highlands.  Many  knew  her. 
but  vaguely.  “Swartzie,”  who  knew  her 
best,  according  to  him,  said,  “I  know  a 


girl  by  that  name  lives  in  Newton  High- 
lands. but  . . .” 

1 took  an  optimistic  view  of  the  situ- 
ation. “Nobody,”  I thought,  “said  she 
wasn't  good-looking.  I have  nothing  to 
lose.  I might  as  well  eat.  drink,  and  be 
merry,  for  Wednesday  night  I dance!” 

Wednesday  dawned  dark  and  cheer- 
less, but  the  wind  foretold  a change. 
After  having  studied  the  barograph, 
thermograph,  and  hygrometer  in  the 
physics  text,  I came  to  the  conclusion 
that  there  would  be  a full  moon. 

“Al"  (he  should  end  by  teaching  at 
Latin  School)  dashed  in.  grabbed  the 
“Glunk’s”  test,  and  said.  “7:45  at  849 
Highland  Parkway!  Good-luck.” 

The  physics  test  included,  of  course, 
Problems  745  and  849,  to  which  my  an- 
swers, by  the  same  token,  were  “Linda.” 
“Happy  day!”  I shouted  unconsciously, 
immediately  burrowing  into  the  book. 
At  my  jubilation  several  of  my  fellow- 
“inmates”  looked  up  a moment  from 
beating  their  breasts  over  the  test. 

During  the  fourth  period  came  the 
startling  announcement  that  “no  home- 
lessons  are  to  be  assigned  for  tomorrow 
and  no  tests  are  to  be  given.”  Unbe- 
lieving we  obeyed  this  directive  with  ob- 
vious reluctance.  I couldn’t  get  home 
fast  enough;  but  I finally  arrived,  half- 
starved  and  quick -frozen. 

Soon  I was  on  my  knees  asking  for 
the  car.  I got  all  the  usual  arguments. 
“Cars  are  scarce  now  . . . and  gas  . . . 
and  what  if  . . “But,  Dad,”  I an- 
swered placatinglv,  “you  know  I’m  a 
careful  driver.”  “Sure,”  he  answered, 
“when  I’m  in  the  car,  you  never  go  above 
sixty  or  run  through  red  and  yellow 
lights  or  take  off  more  than  a bumper  or 
two.”  Through  Mother’s  intercession  I 
finally  got  the  keys  and  one  “A”  coupon. 
While  I polished  the  chromium,  Dad 
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tenderly  stroked  the  tires  and  siphoned 
all  but  a half  gallon  of  gas  form  the  tank. 
I viewed  these  proceedings  with  a pro- 
test on  my  lips. 

At  supper  my  little  brother  Phil  noted 
my  unaccustomed  shirt  and  tie.  “Yah! 
Eddie’s  got  a date,”  he  chanted.  “Who 
is  she.  Ed?  Say,  Ed;  can  I go  along  with 
you?  I want  to  observe  the  master's 
‘teck-nee-cue’.  Ah.  mon  amour-tou- 
jour,  will  you.  . . . Ow!  stop  kicking 
me!” 

My  father  laughed,  and  I fled.  Don’t 
ask  me  how  I got  there;  but  at  8:30  I 
drove  up  before  a miniature  forest  that 
hid  Linda’s  house. 

“Come  in.  son,"  said  the  smiling  man 
who  opened  the  door. 

“Linda  will  be  down  in  a moment,” 
said  a small,  sweet  woman,  who  I knew 
must  be  Linda’s  mother.  “Won’t  you 
sit  down  and  wait?” 

Before  Mr.  West  had  fairly  started  on 
what  was  wrong  in  Washington.  Linda, 
fortunately  appeared. 

Here  she  was!  Beyond  my  wildest 
hopes  and  dreams!  A vision  of  loveliness, 
an  angel  in  white  satin,  and  when  she 
smiled  at  me  . . . WOW!!!  Wiping  off 
my  chin  and  lapels.  I said  good-bye  to 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  West,  promised  to  bring 
their  daughter  home  early,  and  helped 
Linda  on  with  her  wrap.  The  big. 
orange-moon  was  just  coming  up  as  I 
pointed  the  car  toward  the  Shortwood 
Towers. 

Linda  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  seat  be- 
side me  so  that  I could  look  at  the  road 
too.  We  talked  about  school,  ourselves, 
and  those  little  things  that  boys  and 
girls  talk  about  when  they’re  along  to- 
gether. I found  that  Linda  was  a sopho- 
more at  Newton  High,  liked  classical 
music,  and  by  her  own  admission  was 
a good  cook.  I told  her  that  T liked 
classical  music  too  and  and  that  I loved 
to  eat. 

Her  smile  was  beginning  to  anesthe- 


tize me  by  the  time  we  reached  Short- 
wood  Towers.  I heard  sounds  of  appro- 
bation in  our  wake  as  we  walked  to  the 
checkroom.  “Al”  (he  should  fall  into  a 
manhole)  rushed  up.  and.  as  Linda  left 
to  powder  her  nose.  said.  “Well.  Ed, 
you’re  doing  all  right!  If  I had  known 
what  she  was  like  I’d  have  ditched 
Frances.” 

“Oh,  no,  you  wouldn’t,”  said  that  in- 
domitable lady,  hurrying  up.  “And  you, 
Ed.  keep  her  away  from  Al.  or  I’ll 
scratch  your  eyes  out  and  slit  his 
throat!” 

“Don’t  worry.  Franny,  I’ll  monopolize 
her.  You  can  count  on  that.” 

For  several  moments  I received  com- 
mendations. First  “Herbie”  and  then 
“Swartzie”  rushed  up  to  comment;  then 
Joe  and  Charley  joined  them. 

Linda  returned  radiant,  and  we 
danced.  My  dancing  is  nothing  to  make 
Fred  Astaire  jealous.  In  fact,  my  danc- 
ing isn’t  much  of  anything:  but  I man- 
aged. 

The  evening  sped  all  too  quickly.  One 
little  incident  marred  my  serenity. 
Every  time  Linda  and  I passed  the  south- 
west corner,  somebody  “cut  in.”  I stood 
this  for  some  time,  since  everyone  who 
“cut  in”  was  bigger  than  I.  But  at  last, 
when  little  Charley  tapped  me  on  the 
shoulder.  I startled  him  with  a rough. 
“Scram,  Kid.”  Seeing  his  downcast  ex- 
pression, Linda  insisted  on  having  a 
whole  dance  with  him.  Well,  it  was  my 
fault! 

At  about  12:30  we  drove  into  town 
for  refreshments;  an  hour  later  we  start- 
ed for  Newton.  There  was  a nip  in  the 
air  as  we  drove  and  Linda  snuggled  up 
close  to  me.  “Eddie,  dear,”  she  said, 
“can  you  drive  with  one  hand?” 

I looked  at  her.  blinked,  and  looked 
again.  Usually,  I like  to  take  the  initia- 
tive, but  I answered  confidently,  “Sure.” 
And  I had  already  detached  my  right 
hand  from  the  wheel. 
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Well,  take  out  your  handkerchief; 
your  nose  is  running!” 

But  as  we  drove  on  in  the  moonlight, 
I could  feel  the  pleasant  weight  of  her 
head  on  my  shoulder  and  hear  the  merry 
sound  of  her  voice  in  my  ear.  Some- 
how we  got  lost  in  Brookline  and  found 
ourselves  on  a high  hill.  Beneath  us  we 
could  see  tiny  lights. 

"Linda,  I’m  afraid  you’ll  have  to  show 
me  how  to  get  to  your  house  from  here. 
I came  a different  way.” 

"Take  this  right,  and  I'll  show  you 
the  rest  as  we  go.” 

About  two  hours  later  we  drew  up 
before  the  West  home.  Under  a tall  pine 
tree  I bade  a lengthy  good-night  to  Lin- 
da. Rather  giddily  I stagered  down  the 
walk  to  the  car.  There  I rearranged  my 
tie  and  drove  off. 

Next  morning  I got  to  school  early. 
As  I entered,  I heard  them  talking  about 
me. 

“Will  someone  tell  me  how  he  rates 
an  angel  like  that?”  said  Swartzie. 

“M  -m-m.  I can  still  see  her — five-feet- 
two,  blonde,  blue  eyes,  a figure  that 
makes  Betty  Grable  look  like  a sack  of 
potatoes,  a smile  that  puts  the  sun  to 
shame,  and  she  dances  as  if  she  was 
a feather,”  continued  Charley. 

“By  the  way,  does  anyone  know  her 
name?”  asked  Herbie. 

"I  think  it’s  Linda.  That’s  what  he 
called  her.  And  here’s  the  great  man 
himself.  Hey,  Eddie,  tell  us  how  you  do 


it,”  laughed  Joe. 

"Say,  you  know  I never  even  got  her 
’phone  number,”  I said. 

"I  can  understand  the  cause  of  your 
consternation,  my  friend,”  said  Charley. 

"Look  it  up  in  the  phone  book,”  sug- 
gested Herbie. 

"I  tried  that,  and  I called  ‘Informa- 
tion’ too,  but  no  luck,”  said  I.  “They 
may  have  a private  number.  Anyway, 
I'll  speak  to  Al.” 

I met  him  later  in  the  corridor  get- 
ting milk. 

"Say,  Al”,  I said. 

“Yeh?  What  now?”  he  answered. 

"Oh.  I have  to  thank  you  for  what 
you  did  for  me,”  I began. 

"Ow,  it  was  nothing.  Anyone  would 
do  it  for  a pal,”  he  deprecated. 

"But  still,  you  never  gave  me  her 
'phone  number,”  I reminded  him. 

"Didn’t  I?  he  answered  slyly. 

JNo. 

“Well,  well,  isn't  that  too  bad!” 

“What!  I have  to  have  that  'phone 
number.” 

“Too  bad,  old  man.  I’ll  be  seeing 
you.” 

“Hey,  Al;  wait!” 

But  Al  didn’t  wait.  At  this  point  I 
was  feeling  so  low  I might  even  have 
become  a table  captain.  And  from  this 
stems  my  late  estrangement  from  my 
pal  Al. 

Elliot  Shapiro,  ’44 


The  plates  for  The  Latin  School  Register 
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THE  WHISTLING  MARINE 


What  a way  to  help  win  the  war- — - 
sitting  inside  the  barbed  wire  enclosure 
of  a Jap  prison  camp..  . . But  it  was  a 
good  chance  to  practice  bird  calls.  Over- 
head in  the  jungle  many  species  sang, — 
each  with  its  characteristic  melody. 

Before  Pearl  Harbor  “Johnny”  Kelly 
was  in  vaudeville — whistling  for  a living. 
But  when  war  came,  he  immediately 
joined  the  Marines.  After  months  of  in- 
tensive training  he  was  sent  across.  He 
landed  on  a tropical  island  with  two 
thousand  other  marines.  While  on  a 
patrol,  he  was  hit  by  a sniper. 

When  he  woke  up,  he  was  in  a Jap 
prison  camp.  His  wound  healed  quickly, 
although  his  left  wrist  was  sore.  But  he 
still  practiced  his  bird  calls.  He  always 
grinned  when  he  thought  how  he’d  pack 
them  in  the  aisles  after  the  war. 

Captain  Mallammot  was  most  con- 
genial this  morning  and  after  a long  talk 
told  Kelly  that  he  wanted  him  to  help 
them  take  a ridge  that  a detachment  of 
TJ.  S.  Marines  were  holding.  The 
Marines  were  smart.  When  the  Japs 
came,  the  hundred  different  species 
of  birds  flew  away  giving  them  a warn- 
ing. 

Kelly  briefly  invited  the  Jap  to  go  to 
hell.  Then  two  rifle  butts  decided  his 
next  action.  When  he  came  to  he  told 
them  he’d  go. 

Three  miles  away  American  Marines 
lay  behind  wet  muddy  earth  barriers. 
They  were  dirty  and  weary.  Shaving 
was  stupid.  Mosquitoes  can’t  bite 
through  whiskers.  One  asked  another  if 
he  thought  the  nips  would  try  to  take 
them  again.  He  remarked,  “The  birds 
haven’t  let  up  yet.  ’Member  Kelly?  Boy 
could  he  imitate  ’em!” 


“He  was  a swell  fellow.  I wonder  if 
the  Nips,  have  him.” 

“Look!”  said  the  corporal  on  the  flank. 
“The  birds  are  letting  up.” 

Every  man  jumped  into  position. 
Trigger  fingers  ready  to  let  loose  with  a 
volley  of  shots  from  their  guns. 

“The  Japs  are  still  quite  a ways  off. 
You  can  hear  two  or  three  birds  still 
whistling  at  a time.” 

“Say,  listen  to  that  I can  hear  one  bird 
singing  East  Side,  West  Side.  It  cer- 
tainly is  a strange  bird.” 

“Now  it’s  The  Strawberry  Blonde,” 
remarked  a machine  gunner. 

“Deep  in  the  Heart  of  . . .” 

“It’s  Kelly  warning  us!”  cried  the 
lieutenant. 

“Open  Fire!” 

All  hell  broke  loose — machine  guns, 
rifles,  mortars  and  grenades  were 
thrown  at  the  Japs.  And  then  over  this 
sound  and  noise  Kelly's  voice  was  heard. 

“Here  they  are  over  here.” 

The  marines  charged  with  bayonets 
drawn . 

“Kill  the  Shambas!”  they  shouted. 
And  down  in  the  bush  and  jungle  they 
went.  The  Japs  tried  to  fight  but  the 
Marines  were  mad.  Crazy,  driving  mad. 
The  Shambas  were  cut  to  ribbons  and 
driven  back.  Before  the  day  was  over 
the  enemy  camp  was  captured.  All  the 
American  prisoners  were  freed  and  no 
Japs  were  left  alive. 

That  night  they  found  Kelly  still 
alive.  The  Japs  hadn't  waited  to  finish 
him  off.  And  above  in  a tree  Kelly  was 
teaching  a bird  the  immortal  strains  of 
the  Halls  of  Montezuma. 


L.  Simpson 
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MY  AUTOMOBILE  AND  I 


They  say  that  Man’s  best  friend  is 
his  dog,  but  that  must  have  been  before 
the  days  of  the  automobile,  for  MY 
automobile,  or  rather  Dad’s  automobile, 
is  MY  best  friend.  It  has  served  me  un- 
falteringly as  constant  companion,  trust- 
ed confidant,  and  faithful  servant.  (It 
has  been  my  chief  source  of  trouble  and 
expense.  But  that’s  beside  the  point.) 

Together  we  have  traveled  far  and 
wide,  visiting  strange  places  and  meeting 
strange  people.  Together  we  have  known 
the  thrill  of  a mountain  sunset;  of  the 
cool,  refreshing  breezes  of  a wind-swept 
beach;  and  of  the  dark  fragrance  of  a 
moonlit  night.  I’ll  never  forget  that 
mountain  twilight.  It  was  raining,  and 
I had  a flat  tire;  but,  oh,  that  sunset! 
And  that  day  at  the  beach — stopped  on 
the  boulevard  for  "doing  forty”  on  the 
way  to  the  dogs  (i.e.,  dog  track)  . But 
that  night  in  the  moonlight — my  girl  in- 
dicated her  objection  to  holding  hands 
by  driving  off  in  my  car.  It  was  only  an 
hour’s  walk  to  the  bus  stop. 

My  automobile  and  I.  I never  knew 
the  true  meaning  of  friendship  until  I 
met  my  automobile.  I worship  the  very 
ground  it  rides  on.  I love  every  inch  of 
its  classy  chassis.  I cherish  its  every 
tire,  every  spark  plug,  every  brake-lining. 
I only  regret  that  I can’t  get  more  gas 
to  feed  my  dearest  friend. 

Every  week  I wash  and  clean  her.  I 
say  “her”  because  I think  of  my  auto- 
mobile as  one  does  of  a woman — stops 
you  in  the  right  places,  needs  a brushing 
off  now  and  then,  and  lets  you  know 
when  she’s  in  trouble.  I guard  her  faith- 
fully. I watch  the  tires  carefully,  check 
the  oil,  and  supply  the  grease  regularly. 
There’s  nothing  I would  not  do  for  her. 


I hit  a street-car  the  other  day,  and  it 
hurt  me  more  than  it  did  my  automobile. 
Alas,  it  is  now  in  the  garage  with  a dent- 
ed fender;  I’m  in  the  hospital  with  a 
broken  leg. 

I don’t  know  why,  but  ever  since  I 
met  my  automobile,  I’ve  acquired  hun- 
dreds of  new  friends.  It  seems  that,  in 
addition  to  the  happiness  and  pleasure 
my  automobile  has  brought  me,  it  has 
also  brought  me  popularity.  I am  asked 
out  everywhere;  no  party  is  complete 
without  me.  And  when  I haven’t  any 
gas,  my  friends  seem  to  understand  my 
unhappiness  and  leave  me  alone  with 
my  grief — until  such  time  as  I have  ob- 
tained some.  It’s  wonderful  how  well 
they  understand,  especially  when  they 
haven’t  cars  of  their  own. 

However,  I am  afraid  I shall  have  to 
put  my  automobile  in  storage.  This  aw- 
ful war  has  been  causing  a gasoline  short- 
age I am  told;  and  although  my  auto- 
mobile has  done  almost  everything  I 
have  asked  of  her,  she  flatly  refuses  to 
carry  me  a hundred  miles  a week  on  a 
gallon  and  a half  of  gas.  So,  for  the 
duration,  I think  I shall  have  to  part 
with  my  closest  friend.  I have  tried 
everywhere  to  find  out  where  I can  ob- 
tain a new  type  of  gasoline  which,  they 
say,  requires  no  coupons.  The  trade 
name  of  this  product  is  “Black  Market,” 
I believe;  but  so  far  I have  been  unsuc- 
cessful in  locating  a station  that  carries 
it. 

If  you,  dear  reader,  should  know  of 
any  such  place,  won’t  you  kindly  inform 
me — for  my  automobile’s  sake? 

(Attention,  residents  of  North  Caro- 
lina.) 


M.  G.  Kolovson,  ’44 
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MUSIC 


I was  listening  to  the  radio  the  other 
night  and  there  came  to  my  mind  the 
old  saying:  “Music  soothes  the  savage 
breast.”  The  radio  was  tuned  in  on  a 
transcribed  program,  entitled  “Music  of 
the  Masters,”  and  I got  to  thinking  of 
how  music — and  I mean  solid,  time- 
proven  music — affected  me.  The  orches- 
tra was  playing  the  overture  to  the  "Gay 
Parisienne  Ballet,”  by  Offenbach:  and  as 
I listened.  I was  carried  away  to  circus 
parades — prancing  horses,  steaming  cal- 
liopes, clowns  gambling  about  . . . every- 
thing keyed  up  to  a racing,  gay  spirit. 
I discovered  that  music  does  more  than 
“soothe  my  savage  breast.” 

It  paints  pictures;  it  carries  me  away 
to  real  and  fantastic  places — spirited, 
quiet,  frolicking,  tragic.  Can  one  hear 


"Pomp  and  Circumstances”  without  see- 
ing a stately  procession  with  much  er- 
mine and  royal  purple,  making  its  proud 
way  through  crowded  avenues?  Hear 
that  stirring  Russian  ballad  “Meadow- 
land,”  without  seeing  cavalry  men,  with 
fur  caps  and  polished  boots,  mounted  on 
noble  Siberian  steeds,  hurtling  towards 
the  foe  into  certain  death,  caring  noth- 
ing, defying  destiny  wTith  dauntless 
hearts? 

Music  does  more  than  soothe,  does 
more  than  strum  on  the  heart  strings. 
To  me  music  is  best  defined  as  “a  pan- 
orama of  paintings,  each  depicting  a 
new,  moving  and  always  different  pic- 
ture.” 

Herbet  Rovit,  ’41 


MY  REACTIONS  TO  A PAINTING  BY  DALI 


I looked  down  into  that  turgid  hole, 
into  the  bottomless  depths  which  cavern- 
ed  down,  down,  down,  into  a dull,  end- 
less void.  From  the  stagnant  chasm  be- 
low, there  wafted  up  an  acrid,  pungent 
odor  of  horrible  death.  One  was  carried 
away  to  mythological  tales  of  the  River 
Styx  and  Pluto’s  domain.  Suddenly  a 
weird  desire  seemed  to  take  possession 
of  me.  “Go  down  there!  Throw  your- 
self over!  Milton  attempted  it;  Virgil 
tried  it!  Go-go-go-GO-GO!”  These 
words  beat  against  my  brain;  hammered 
at  my  soul;  pushed  my  unwilling  feet 
ahead.  I fought  this  force — but  it  was 
like  fighting  Kismet! 

I was  at  the  edge  now,  poised  at  the 
brink;  one  second — one  moment  — and 
then  I was  overcome!  I was  falling  into 
an  endless  state  of  animated  suspension! 


Suddenly  I heard  a bell — a large 
bronze  bell,  with  a huge,  cloven  tongue — 
tolling  on  and  on  in  funereal  monotone: 
“Eat  wheaties — eat  avheaties — EAT 
WHEATIES!” 

I can’t ...  I won’t . . . Please,  mother, 
is  hydrochloric  acid  fun? 

* * * 

It  was  too  late.  As  I walked  in  the 
shade  of  the  autumnal  foliage,  I realized 
it  was  indeed  too  late.  The  breezes  play- 
fully whisked  in  and  out,  and  little  por- 
cupines played  water  polo  and  three- 
handed  chess  between  the  giant  red- 
woods. The  world  was  alive,  happy, 
singing;  but  I wTas  too  late.  . . . 

The  bell  had  rung; 

First  period  was  begun. 

Herbert  Rovit,  '44 
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THERE  HAVE  BEEN  SOME  CHANGES  MADE 


Last  year  he  was  three  hundred  eight 
years  old.  By  the  laws  of  mathematics, 
it  is  safe  to  say  that  if  he  lives,  he  will 
be  three  hundred  nine  years  old  this 
year;  that  is,  IF  he  lives.  I say  this  be- 
cause lately  lie’s  been  kicked  around  a 
bit.  After  all,  at  his  ripe  age,  his  heart 
can  take  only  so  much,  and,  what  with 
all  these  new  fangled  rules  and  regula- 
tions ( cf . the  O.M.D.) , it  is  doubtful 
whether  lie'll  last  long.  Now  take  the 
other  day,  for  instance.  He  was  stroll- 
ing along  the  corridor,  when  he  decided 
to  take  a trip  downstairs  and  see  how 
his  old  crony  from  the  Civil  War  was 
making  out  with  the  new  recruits.  That 
decision  was  the  first  step  on  the  road  to 
his  destruction. 

Cautiously  he  crept  DOWN  and  UP 
stairways,  which,  to  his  utter  amaze- 
ment. although  clearly  marked  an  UP 
stairway,  led  DOWN  into  the  basement. 
The  great  mental  strain  which  he  exert- 
ed in  order  to  figure  out  this  complicated 
situation  probably  took  another  ten 
years  off  his  life.  No  sooner  had  his  feet 
touched  the  floor,  then  a hot  gust  of 
wind  blew  out  from  the  locker-room,  al- 
most knocking  him  down.  Now  he  was 


really  perplexed.  He  couldn't  remember 
anything  like  that  happening  to  him  in 
a long  time.  Slowly  he  opened  the  door 
wider  and  looked  in.  He  stood  aghast! 

The  place  was  a veritable  madhouse. 
No  matter  where  he  looked,  he  could 
see  nothing  but  yelling,  screaming  boys, 
stripped  to  the  waist.  Some  were  on 
their  knees,  begging  for  mercy;  others 
were  standing  dumbfounded  while  the 
sweat  poured  from  their  backs  like  milk 
from  a broken  bottle.  But  worst  of  all, 
some  poor  boobs  were  running  about 
with  arms  twisted  into  knots,  and 
muscles  protruding.  This  was  more 
than  he  could  stand. 

Blindly  he  ran  out  of  the  school,  flew 
home,  jumped  into  bed,  and  waited  to 
die.  Never  before  did  Latin  School  boys 
have  MUSCLES. 

Yes,  you  guessed  it.  Physical  educa- 
tion had  wrecked  him  too.  But  some- 
how I'm  inclined  to  think  that  OLD 
MAN  LATIN  SCHOOL  won't  die.  He’ll 
get  used  to  the  new  systems;  and  for 
the  first  time  in  history,  brawn  and 
brains  will  be  found  together  in  a Latin 
School  boy. 

Merrill  R.  Lovinger,  ’45 


WEALTH 


Hastening  to  the  door  as  soon  as  you 
hear  the  postman,  you  look  anxiously  for 
a long-awaited  catalog  and  a particular 
letter.  However,  you  are  surprised  to 
see  a long  envelope  addressed  to  you  and 
bearing  the  stern  words,  “Personal-Im- 
portant.” Upon  opening  it,  you  learn 
that  a relative,  about  fourteen  times 
removed,  of  whom  you  have  never  heard, 
has  recently  died.  The  very  pleasant 
president  of  a firm,  eager  to  help  you, 
believes  that  you  may  be  the  sole  heir 
to  an  estate  so  huge  that  he  cannot  es- 
timate its  size.  He  states  that  he  has 


never  yet  made  a mistake,  and  for  only 
ten  dollars  to  cover  costs,  he  will  be 
glad  to  start  barking  up  family  trees. 
By  scraping,  squeezing,  and  begging,  you 
manage  to  raise  the  prescribed  sum. 

You  are  so  excited  that  you  run  around 
telling  everybody  that  you  are  soon  to 
become  a millionaire.  They  do  not  un- 
derstand you  because  you  are  talking  so 
fast  and  you  are  so  drunk  with  the  power 
you  hope  to  have.  Mentally,  you  are 
counting  and  spending  money  faster  than 
the  Treasury  Department.  What  a 
shame  that  the  government  allows 
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people  to  purchase  only  five  thousand 
dollars’  worth  of  bonds  a year!  You  de- 
light yourself  by  saying  that  you  have 
so  much  money  you  can’t  even  save  as 
other  people  do.  Thanks  to  the  mean 
old  relative,  whom  you  picture  as  having 
never  spent  a cent,  you  will  be  wealth- 
ier than  Midas  and  Croesus  combined. 

You  insult  teachers,  friends,  and 
everybody;  you  treat  your  parents  as  in- 
feriors; you  forget  your  homework,  for 
you  can’t  be  bothered.  You  spend  your 
time  in  planning  how  to  live  on  a budget 
of  ten  thousand  dollars  a week. 

Soon  another  letter  arrives,  explaining 
that  everything  is  going  as  planned,  and 
for  another  ten  dollars  they  will  be  able 
to  complete  their  research.  Your  superi- 
ority complex  grows  steadily  stronger 
after  sending  this  money,  and  you  are 
given  up  as  hopeless  by  most  of  your 
former  friends.  You  plan  to  be  ex- 


tremely generous  with  the  few  who  find 
favor  in  your  eyes.  You  already  imag- 
ine them  as  being  ready  to  lay  down 
their  lives  for  you. 

After  a third  letter  is  delivered,  con- 
taining a long  list  of  items  for  which  you 
can  remit  money,  you  begin  to  get  an- 
noyed with  your  benefactors.  You  also 
feel  embarrassed  in  the  presence  of  your 
companions  because  you,  a potential 
billionaire,  have  been  forced  to  borrow 
money  from  them.  The  Better  Business 
Bureau,  to  which  you  take  your  tale  of 
woe,  sympathizes  with  you  for  being  such 
a “sucker.”  You  choke  down  your  feel- 
ings when  told  that  dozens  of  people 
have  parted  with  their  money  in  the 
hope  of  gaining  a fictitious  fortune.  Bit- 
terly you  accept  your  fate  and  plan  a 
life  of  seclusion  until  your  friends  forget 
the  whole  incident. 

Henry  Pinsker,  ’46 


SEE  WHAT  I MEAN? 

I rack  my  brains,  I turn  and  twist; 

I scratch  my  head,  I pound  my  fist. 

The  paper  stares  me  in  the  face; 

I gaze  and  gaze  at  empty  space. 

Oh,  inspiration,  bright  and  clear — 

Before  my  weary  eyes — appear! 

My  task  is  simple:  a poem  to  write, — 

A poem  to  please  and  to  delight 
The  minds  and  hearts  of  large  and  small 
Who  monthly  come  within  my  call. 

Shall  I write  of  land  or  sea? 

(On  that  some  clearly  disagree.) 

Or  better  still,  of  trees  and  books, 

Or  heroes  bold,  or  even  cooks? 

Sweet  Socrates,  oh,  ancient  sage, — 

Enable  me  to  fill  this  page! 

Yet  what  may  T expect  will  greet 
My  work  when  it  is  all  complete? 

Well,  I give  up!  Why  should  T try 
To  write  a poem  that  will  comply 
With  what  some  arty  folk  call  good? 

I wish  they’d  write  one  if  they  could! 


H AROLD  W.  SEIFER,  ’44 
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Directions:  Underline  the  correct  answer.  When  you  have  completed  the 
test,  count  each  one  that  is  right  five  points.  If  you  score  a hundred,  you’re  a 
shark;  95  or  90,  a whale;  80,  75,  or  70,  an  ordinary  but  solid  haddock;  below  70, 
just  another  poor  fish. 


1.  Carthage  must  be  destroyed.”  11. 

Cicero  Cato  Caesar 

2.  “I  came,  I saw,  I conquered.” 

Caesar  Napoleon  Mussolini  12. 

3.  “Beyond  the  Alps  Lies  Italy.” 

Napoleon  Hannibal  13. 

Hamilcar  Barca 

4.  “They  shall  not  pass.”  14. 

Foch  Petain  Rommel 

5.  “We  shall  drive  the  enemy  into 

the  sea.”  15. 


Montgomery  Montbatten 
Eisenhower 

0.  “Don’t  give  up  the  ship.” 

Lawrence  Nelson  Paul  Jones 

7.  “Hold  the  fort!  I am  coming.” 

Lee  Sheridan  Sherman 

8.  “I  have  not  yet  begun  to  fight.” 

Paul  Jones  Hitler  MacArthur 

9.  “Lafayette,  we  are  here!” 

Pershing  Washington  Jackson 

10.  “Git  thar  fustest  with  the  most- 
est.” 

Davis  Lee  Forrest 


“Don’t  fire  until  you  see  the 
whites  of  their  eyes!” 

Custer  Prescott  MacArthur 
“Dam  the  torpedoes.” 

Perry  Knox  Farragut 
“Sighted  sub;  sank  same.” 

Mason  Smith  Colin  Kelly 
“We  have  met  the  enemy  and 
they  are  ours.” 

Perry  Paul  Jones  Grant 
“My  right  has  been  rolled  up.  My 
left  has  been  driven  back.  My 
center  has  been  smashed.  I have 
ordered  an  advance.” 

Rommel  Foch  Custer 

16.  “The  Federal  Union,  it  must  be 
preserved.” 

Lincoln  Jefferson  Jackson 

17.  “Surrender  in  the  name  of  the 
great  Jehovah  and  the  Continen- 
tal Congress.” 

Ethan  Allen  Jackson  Lafayette 

18.  “Bury  Contention  with  the 
Sword.” 
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Lee  Webster  Washington 

19.  "Liberty  and  Union,  now  and 
forever.” 

Harrison  Webster  Lincoln 

20.  "The  world  must  be  made  safe 


for  democracy.” 

F.  D.  Roosevelt  T.  Roosevelt 
Wilson 

Deane  Georgeadis,  ’45 
(Answers  on  Page  23) 


DRAMATICS 


“House-lights  off.  Phil!  Foots  on! 
Curtain!”  The  auditorium  lights 
slowly  dim  into  complete  darkness 
under  the  “educated”  switchboard- 
touch  of  Electrician  “Phil”  Hurley; 
silence  descends  on  the  full  house,  and 
one  can  hear  only  the  faint  rustle  of 
programs  as  the  footlights  shed  their 
dull  rays  on  the  purple  curtain.  The 
curtain  gently  shoots  upward,  and 
thus  another  production  of  the  B.L.S. 
Dramatic  Club  gets  under  way  to  the 
whispered,  expert  comments  of  Direc- 
tor Mark  F.  R usso. 

Although  hampered,  as  is  every 
other  organization  these  days  by  the 
demands  and  shortages  of  a nation 
at  war,  the  Dramatic  Club,  Mr. 
Russo  recently  announced,  would  be 
able  to  give  its  annual  production. 
This  year’s  play  will  be  a rollicking 
comedy,  entitled  “The  Spooks.”  and 
should  be  ready  for  staging  sometime 
in  May,  if  on  schedule. 

The  usual  hunt  for  talent  will  begin 
with  a tryout  by  Mr.  Russo  and  Dr. 
Callanan,  both  of  G.L.S.  and  B.L.S. , 
and  finally  will  whittle  down  to  an 
elite  group  of  about  a dozen  venture- 
some thespians,  who  immediately  will 
launch  upon  a daily  ritual  of  after- 
school rehearsals. 

Mr.  Russo  is  fortunate  to  have  this 
year  a few  seasoned  veterans,  sur- 
vivors of  some  of  his  former  produc- 
tions: Kevin  MacGovern  of  radio 
fame;  James  Joseph  Sullivan,  well- 


known  for  his  performances  in  Public 
? ? ; and  "Bob”  Hunter,  featured 

last  year  in  the  Elementary  Teachers’ 
Club  production  of  “The  Whole 
Town’s  Talking.” 

The  only  other  venture  of  the  Club 
this  year  will  be  "One  Enduring  Pur- 
pose,” a pageant  written  by  Dr.  Mar- 
nell  will  be  put  on  for  the  Washing- 
ton-Lincoln  assemblies  on  February 
18,  and  will  star  “Bill”  Gillis  and  A. 
B.  Sullivan. 

But  part  of  the  credit  for  the 
Club’s  successes  goes  to  the  unseen 
members  of  the  stage-crew  which 
proudly  boasts  a superlative  sound- 
effect  department  under  the  jurisdic- 
tion of  “Bill’’  Dacey,  who,  inciden- 
tally, personally  supplies  all  wind  il- 
lusions. The  all-important  “prop” 
department  is  under  the  capabe  man- 
agement of  “Joe”  Rovetto.  Orchids 
should  also  be  delivered  to  our  com- 
petent lighting  stage-manager  Rich- 
ard Russo  and  to  his  first  assistant, 
“Phil”  Hurley,  an  expert  electrician 
by  trade,  whose  lot  it  is  to  perform 
the  indispensable,  seldom  appreciated 
task  of  lighting.  Another  vital  cog  in 
the  crew  is  “Joe”  Clougherty,  who  has 
the  difficult  assignment  of  supervising 
curtains  and  drops;  and  to  him  goes 
our  sincere  wish  that  on  some  evening 
of  this  coming  May  he  will  drop  the 
curtain  on  the  greatest  success  our 
Dramatic  Club  has  ever  produced. 

Peter  F.  Hines,  ’45 
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LATIN  PERSONALITIES 


Recent  eliminations  in  the  Herald 
Spelling  Bee  Contest  held  at  our 
school  brought  honors  to: 

Class  TV:  Walter  Struck,  John 
Rexine,  Eugene  Higgins,  Herbert 
Lazarus,  Robert  Bond,  George  Mul- 
hern,  Robert  Quallas,  Joseph  Rosen, 
Edwin  Schlosberg  and  John  Joseph 
Sullivan,  with  Avram  Goldberg  taking 
top  honors. 

Class  III:  Bernard  O’Daly,  Augus- 
tus Morelli,  Benjamin  Eisenstadt, 
Emanuel  Roch,  Robert  Leverone,  Wil- 
liam Reynolds,  Robert  Hart  and 
James  Hurley,  with  Samuel  Epstein 
coming  out  winner. 

Class  II:  Norman  Lipson,  James 
O'Neil,  Mordecai  Grassman,  Arthur 
Katz,  James  Souzis,  and  Melvin  Wolf, 
with  Stanley  Kasowski  placing  first. 

Class  I:  William  Rubin,  George 
Chalpin,  Maurice  Young,  Leonard 
Binder,  William  Angus,  and  Saul 
Bronstein,  with  Harold  Seifer  emerg- 
ing victorious. 

The  four  who  placed  first  in  their 
respective  classes  will  next  compete 
with  the  winners  from  the  other  high 
schools  of  the  city. 

The  French  Club,  under  Mr.  Max 
Levine’s  able  guidance,  has  plans  for 
meeting  every  second  Thursday,  to 
carry  out  the  French  program.  Shep- 
ard Zaff  has  been  elected  President 
and  Charles  Meloni,  Secretary. 

Our  Music  Appreciation  Club  meets 
every  Tuesday  under  Mr.  Julius 
Finn’s  direction.  It  held  its  first  meet- 
ing on  February  8,  1944  and  hopes 
for  a good  season. 

In  the  Boston  Public  Schools  Sym- 
phony Band,  there  is  a considerable 
number  of  Latin  School  boys,  as  is 
indicated  by  the  fact  that  in  the  re- 
cent election,  Kevin  MacGovern 
(219)  was  chosen  President;  Collins 


(335) , Secretary-Treasurer;  Anthony 
Romano  (223) , Assistant  Librarian, 
and  John  Bergin  (220),  Historian. 

In  the  annual  Catholic  Youth  Or- 
ganizatoin  Oratorical  Competition 
held  on  February  6,  1944  in  St. 
Mark’s  Hall.  Dorchester,  James  J. 
Sullivan  (219)  came  first;  and  Ches- 
ter F.  Collier  (235)  placed  third.  The 
topic  for  discussion  was  “The  Church 
and  Youth.” 

William  M.  Margold  of  Room  334 
was  awarded  a $25  War  Bond  by 
Mayor  Tobin  on  Sunday,  February 
13,  1944  for  entering  the  best  com- 
position from  Latin  School  on  the  sub- 
ject “Religious  and  racial  discrimina- 
tion must  not  exist  in  America.” 

Kevin  F.  MacGovern  (219)  is 
Treasurer  of  Youth  Broadcasting 
Company,  a Junior  Achievement  pro- 
ject, sponsored  by  WBZ  and  heard 
over  that  station  every  Saturday  at 
2:45  P.M.  The  first  program  was 
broadcast  on  February  12,  1944. 

In  the  commemoration  exercises, 
held  on  Friday,  February  18,  1944  for 
Washington  and  Lincoln,  four  essays 
selected  to  be  read  by  their  authors 
were  written  by  William  M.  Margold 
(334)  and  Martin  Mondlick  (301)  on 
George  Washington;  II.  L.  Shulman 
(334)  and  William  Rosen  (301)  on 
Abraham  Lincoln.  The  President  of 
Class  I,  William  Gallagher,  will  read 
Washington’s  Farewell  Address. 

The  cast  of  the  play  produced  for 
these  patriotic  exercises,  included  the 
following: 

Narrator  James  J.  Sullivan,  219 

George  Washington 

William  Gillis,  304 
Abraham  Lincoln  Robert  Hunter,  219 
Woodrow  Wilson  Peter  Hines,  208 
Off-Stage  Reciter  A.  B.  Sullivan,  208 
Brendan  J.  MacGovern 
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TO 

MR.  EDWIN  F.  A.  BENSON,  '00 


the  School  through  the  Register 
extends  its  sincere  sympathy 
on  the  death  of  his  son 


pr.  Eiumu  Inuunt,  3$ 

of  the  Marine  Corps 

who  gave  his  life  during  the  taking  of  Tarawa 
"Pulchrum  est  bene  facere  rei  publicae" 


ALUMNI  NOTES 


A dutiful  young  man  is  Lt.  Ed- 
ward J.  MacPherson,  ’34,  a bombar- 
dier in  the  Army  Air  Corps,  much  to 
the  sorrow  of  the  Nazis.  While  on 
furlough,  he  promised  his  father, 
Police  Sgt.  Edward  McPherson,  that 
he  would  dedicate  his  first  one-ton 
bomb  to  the  men  at  the  North  End 
Police  Station.  After  fulfilling  that 
promise  he  flew  nearly  fifty  sorties 
over  German-held  territory,  received 
eight  citations,  and  was  credited  with 
destroying  a German  munitions  ship 
and  seven  German  planes  with  his 
own  hand.  He  has  seen  service  in 
Labrador,  Iceland,  Scotland,  England, 
and  North  Africa,  after  having  been 
commissioned  in  1941.  One  of  his 
proudest  possessions  is  a pair  of  silver 
stars  handed  to  him  by  a captured 
Italian  officer.  . . . 

“There  is  no  atheism  in  a foxhole.” 
This  sentence  has  been  quoted  time 
and  time  again,  and  the  Marine  gar- 


rison of  Johnston  Island,  a mid-Pacific 
outpost  has  further  proved  this  state- 
ment by  choosing  their  favorite  hymns 
in  a poll  conducted  by  Lt.  Edwin  S. 
Anthony,  '30,  Chaplain  Corps,  LT.  S. 
N.  R.  The  first  four  were  “The  Old 
Rugged  Cross,”  “God  Be  With  You 
Till  We  Meet  Again,”  “Sweet  Hour 
of  Prayer,”  and  “Onward,  Christian 
Soldiers.”  . . . 

Richard  MacGuire,  31,  Captain  of 
the  Harvard  baseball  team  that 
toured  Japan  in  1934,  has  been  pro- 
moted. He  is  now  a captain  in  the 
Army  Quartemaster  Corps,  while 
overseas.  . . . 

Herbert  S.  Potter,  ’ll,  has  recently 
been  promoted  to  lieutenant-colonel 
in  the  personnel  division  of  Fort 
Devens.  Colonel  Potter  served  twen- 
ty-three months  of  World  War  I in 
the  Second  Cavalry  Division,  and  in 
civil  life  he  was  a hotel  manager  in 
Evanston,  Illinois.  . . 
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. . . The  following  alumni  have  re- 
cently graduated  from  their  respec- 
tive training  centers:  Aviation  Cadet 
Melvin  M.  Prague,  ’41,  a former  hock- 
ey and  baseball  player  at  B.L.S.,  has 
been  classified  as  a navigator  at  the 
San  Antonio  (Texas)  Aviation  Cen- 
ter. . . . Edward  J.  Stanley,  ’39,  has 
been  commissioned  second  lieuteant 
upon  his  graduation  from  the  Army 
Air  Forces  Bombardier  School,  Kirt- 
land  Field,  Albuquerque,  N.  M.  . . . 
John  J.  Mahoney,  ’39,  has  been  com- 
missioned a second  lieutenant  in  the 
Aeronautical  Engineers  at  Yale  Uni- 
versity. . . Naval  Aviation  Cadet 
Francis  P.  Delaney,  ’40,  has  completed 
preparatory  flight  training  at  Wes- 
leyan U.,  Middleton,  Conn.,  and  has 
been  transferred  to  Jacksonville, 
Florida,  for  pre-flight  training.  . . . 
John  T.  Henderson,  ’39,  an  instructor 
in  the  Advanced  Navigation  School  at 
Selman  Field,  Monroe,  La.,  has  been 


promoted  to  the  rank  of  first  lieu- 
tenant. 

An  excerpt  from  a letter  to  Mr. 
Falvey  from  the  father  of  Walter 
Donohue,  ’40: 

“Walter  reported  to  Parris  Island 
on  August  Eighth  and  after  complet- 
ing two  months  of  Boot  Training  and 
passing  all  exams  reported  to  the  Can- 
didates School  for  Officers  at  Quant  ico, 
Virginia.  Out  of  237  ony  92  passed 
and  he  was  in  the  first  thirty.  On 
December  first  he  graduated  and  re- 
ceived a commission  as  Second  Lieu- 
tenant in  the  United  States  Marines. 
He  is  now  stationed  at  the  Officers’ 
School  at  Quantico,  and  doing  very 
well. 

“While  at  Quantico  he  met  several 
Latin  School  boys,  namely:  Bill  Ward. 
Riley,  Philbrick,  McCarthy  and  one 
or  two  others  whose  names  I do  not 
remember.” 

A letter  received  from  R.  E. 
Krucklin,  ’38,  by  Mr.  Dunn: 


United  States  Army  Corps  of  Engineers 

England  January  9,  1944 

Dear  Lee: 

Perhaps  I’ve  lost  touch  with  the  old  school  but  a slight  resume  of  my  life 
since  1938  when  I left  it  wouldn’t  be  too  much  out  of  order. 

Went  to  M.I.T.,  majored  in  C.E.,  and  on  April  27th,  1942  was  awarded 
my  degree,  my  commission  and  my  orders  for  active  duty.  Two  days  later 
I reported  at  Fort  Belvoir,  Virginia,  and  three  hours  after  that,  along  with 
O’Connor,  was  ordered  to  join  the  1st  Engineer  Battalion,  part  of  the  1st  115th 
Infantry  Division  at  Camp  Blanding,  Florida.  Then  began  the  whirlwind. 
August  of  ’42  found  us  in  England  and  then  on  a very  dark  night  on  November 
8th,  ’42,  we  were  fighting  on  the  beaches  of  Oran.  Captured  the  place,  and 
shortly  thereafter  moved  out  to  Tunisia.  Kasserim  Pass,  El  Guettar,  Ousseltia 
Valley,  Kairouan,  and  a host  of  other  battlefields  saw  plenty  of  us.  Then, 
finally,  we  moved  north  and  with  our  break  at  Mateur  the  whole  thing  collapsed. 

We  didn’t  stop  there  but  began  to  prepare.  For  what?  On  a moonlit  night 
we  fought  on  another  beach,  this  time  at  Gela  in  Sicily.  Then  we  fought  all 
the  way  up  to  Mount  Etna.  We  rested  and  finally  here  we  are,  back  in  Eng- 
land. Some  history  I’d  say.  Been  here  for  a year  and  a half  and  we’ve  been  at 
the  major  engagements  so  far.  That’s  all. 

Sincerely,  yours 


Robert  E.  Krucklin 
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Latin  Falls  6-2 

Monday,  Jan.  17:  The  Purple  and 
White  sextet  now  holds  the  dubious 
distinction  of  being  the  first  Latin 
team  to  taste  the  bitter  dregs  of  de- 
feat since  the  opening  of  school.  It 
was  a fast-skating,  hard-checking 
group  of  boys  from  Trade  School  that 
accomplished  the  feat  by  the  none 
too  respectable  score  of  6-2.  Al- 
though it  was  outplayed  the  Latin 
team  was  not  outfought,  and  battled 
furiously  down  to  the  final  whistle. 

The  first  period  found  Trade  scor- 
ing twice,  as  they  capitalized  on  num- 
erous Purple  penalties.  The  sturdy 
defense  work  of  Hogan  and  Hunter, 
coupled  with  some  exceptional  goal- 
tending by  Severson  cast  occasional 
light  on  the  gloomy  countenances  of 
the  Latin  rooters.  A free  shot  was 
awarded  Trade  when  Serverson 
caught  the  puck  and  held  it.  The  gift 
shot  was  unsuccessful  through  the 
medium  of  a sparkling  save  by  the 
aforementioned  goalie. 

In  the  second  period.  Latin’s  defen- 
sive play  was  again  brilliant.  Tessier 
twice  warded  off  potential  goals  with 
speedy  back-checking,  and  it  was  a sad 
blow  to  the  Latin  cause  when  he  was 
hurt  after  being  knocked  into  the 
boards.  The  first  B.L.S.  tally  was 
chalked  up  by  Hunter  on  a spot  pass 
from  Hamilton.  Trade  also  scored 
once  in  this  period,  bringing  the  totals 
to  Trade  3.  Latin  1. 


Hamilton’s  goal  in  the  final  canto 
was  more  than  balanced  by  three 
Trade  tallies,  and  when  the  smoke  of 
battle  had  cleared,  Latin  was  on  the 
short  end  of  a 6-2  count. 

Lineup:  b.,  Serverson;  l.d.,  Hogan; 
r.d.,  Hunter;  l.d.,  Douglas;  c.,  Tes- 
sier, r.w.,  Hamilton.  Spares:  Rod- 
man,  Austin,  McMorrow,  Waldron, 
Higgins,  Villa,  Connolly,  Wolfe. 

Latin  Edges  Commerce  2-1 

Monday,  January  24:  With  ‘'Lou” 
Tessier  and  Paul  Douglas  scoring  and 
assisting  each  other  for  a pair  of  light- 
ning goals  thirteen  seconds  apart  in 
the  first  period.  B.L.S.  came  from  be- 
hind to  shade  Commerce  2-1  in  a close 
and  hard-fought  contest. 

Coach  “Bill”  Ohrenberger  of  Eng- 
lish High,  filling  in  for  the  delayed 
Coach  Fitzgerald  at  the  start  of  the 
game,  was  doubtless  dismayed  to  see 
his  new  charges  go  behind  after  only 
2 minutes  and  17  seconds  of  the  first 
period  had  elapsed.  Shortly  after, 
however,  “Tess”  and  “Doug”  took 
matters  into  their  own  capable  hands 
and  Latin  forged  ahead  2-1.  With 
the  Purple  forces  easing  back  to  rely 
on  their  sturdy  defense,  try  as  they 
would,  the  Commercial  team  could 
really  never  threaten,  and  the  game 
saw  no  further  scoring. 

Lineup:  b.,  Serverson;  r.d..  Hunter; 
l.d.,  Hogan;  c.,  Tessier;  r.w.,  Hamilton; 
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l.w..  Douglas.  Spares:  Rodman,  Wal- 
dron, Austin,  Connolly,  Wolfe. 

Latin  Nips  Dorchester  3-2 

Wednesday,  January  26:  Sparked 
by  the  defensive  and  offensive  genius 
of  Tessier,  Hamilton,  and  Hogan,  the 
boys  from  Avenue  Louis  Pasteur 
were  able  to  pull  the  Dorchester  game 
from  the  fire.  Both  Dorchester  goals 
came  on  breakaways,  whereas  Latin 
had  a difficult  time  in  ramming  the 
puck  past  ‘'Bob”  Dickey,  Dorchester 
ace  goaltender.  “Lou”  Tessier  inaug- 
urated Latin’s  scoring  at  6:12  in  the 
first  period.  Latin  equalized  the 
count  on  Hamilton’s  goal  at  6:32.  He 
was  ably  assisted  by  “Shanty”  Hogan. 
The  game’s  final  tally,  a masterpiece 
of  teamwork,  was  scored  by  Hamilton 
at  9:32  in  the  final  stanza.  “Lou” 
Tessier  passed  to  Douglas,  who  quick- 
ly flipped  the  puck  to  Mr.  Hamilton. 
"Jack”  drew  the  goalie  out  of  his  net 
on  a perfect  feint  and  pushed  the  disc 
home  into  the  uncovered  corner. 

Lineup:  b.,  Serverson:  l.d.,  Hogan; 
r.d..  Hunter;  c.,  Tessier;  l.w.,  Douglas; 
r.w.,  Hamilton.  Spares:  Connolly, 
Wolfe,  Austin,  Rodman,  Waldron. 

Latin  Whips  Mechanics  6-2 

Monday,  January  31 : The  Boston 
Latin  sextet  bounded  back  into  the 
“win  column”  by  humbling  a medi- 
ocre Mechanics  team  6-2.  After  the 
Trade  debacle  this  exhibition  must 
have  proved  a welcome  sight  to  Coach 
Fitzgerald’s  eyes.  Today’s  win, 
coupled  with  the  victory  over  Com- 
merce, gives  Latin  a record  of  two 
victories  and  one  defeat. 

The  illustrious  gentlemen  from 
Avenue  Louis  Pasteur  started  with  a 
proverbial  “bang”,  scoring  four  times 
before  Mechanics  finally  notched  a 
tally.  Hamilton  was  the  first  Latin- 
ite  to  score,  flashing  the  light  on  a 
spot  pass  from  Defenseman  Hunter. 


Shortly  thereafter,  Hamilton  did  it 
again;  this  time,  poking  the  rubber 
disc  home  from  a mad  scramble  near 
the  Memorial  cage.  “Lou”  Tessier 
took  up  the  scoring  burden  at  this 
stage  of  the  game,  adding  further 
misery  of  the  fighting  Artisans.  Skat- 
ing furiously  down  the  ice,  Tessier 
neatly  eluded  the  defense  and  drove 
the  puck  past  the  bewildered  Me- 
chanic goalie.  Not  content  with  one 
scoring  jaunt,  Tessier  followed  this 
sortie  with  another  spectacular  solo 
thrust  several  minutes  later.  His 
sparkling  goal  brought  the  score  to 
Latin  4,  Mechanics  0. 

At  this  point,  the  first  Mechanics 
goal,  engineered  by  some  steady  pass- 
ing, quickly  banished  all  thoughts  of 
a shutout  from  the  minds  of  the  many 
Latin  rooters.  Following  a rather 
lengthy  lull  in  the  scoring,  two  more 
goals  were  chalked  up  by  the  Latins. 
Hunter,  rudely  leaving  his  defense- 
mate  “Shanty”  Hogan  to  the  arduous 
task  of  guarding  Mr.  Serverson’s 
sanctuary,  scored  the  fifth  Latin  mark- 
er on  a pass  from  Hamilton.  “Dis 
Distinguished  Duo”  combined  on  the 
final  tally,  after  Mechanics  had  once 
again  sabotaged  the  Purple  wheels  of 
progress  with  its  second  goal.  The 
tilt  ended  with  B.L.S.  on  the  long  end 
of  the  6-2  count,  and  each  Latin  rooter 
returned  to  his  “mansion”  blissfully 
happy  in  victory. 

Lineup:  b.,  Serverson;  l.d.,  Hogan; 
r.d.,  Hunter;  c.,  Tessier;  l.w.,  Douglas; 
r.w.,  Hamilton.  Spares:  Waldron, 
Higgins,  Austin,  Connolly,  Wolfe. 

Latin  Humbles  English  3-2 

Monday,  February  14:  A polished 
and  efficient  Latin  School  hockey  ma- 
chine today  captured  the  City  Cham- 
pionship by  grinding  out  a 3-2  verdict 
over  the  highly  favored  English  sextet 
ably  coached  by  Mr.  McGrath  of 
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Mechanics  and  our  own  Mr.  Cleary, 
the  Purple-shirted  boys  from  B.L.S. 
proved  superior  to  their  rivals  in  every 
department.  Our  ailing  Coach  Fitz- 
gerald had  every  reason  to  be  proud 
of  the  team,  and  we  may  be  certain 
that  a desire  to  win  this  game  for  the 
Coach  gave  the  players  added  incen- 
tive. 

English  was  the  first  to  “break  the 
ice,”  scoring  on  a baffling  passing  com- 
bination after  oply  one  minute  of  play 
had  elapsed.  The  equalizer  came  a 
minute  and  twelve  seconds  later, 
when  Hunter  fed  a perfect  pass  to 
Waldron  in  front  of  the  Blue  cage. 
The  English  goalie  didn’t  have  a 
chance  to  stop  Waldron’s  sizzling  shot, 
and  a hearty  yell  arose  from  the  Latin 
stands  when  the  red  light  flashed. 
There  were  few  further  scoring  oppor- 
tunities for  the  Latins  in  this  first 
period,  as  the  English  forwards  ex- 
hibited their  best  hockey  of  the  after- 
noon. 

The  second  period  began  with  only 
four  Latin  players  on  the  ice.  Server- 
son  made  two  sparkling  saves  and,  to- 
gether with  fine  defensive  play  by  his 
teammates,  managed  to  ward  off  the 
onslaught  until  the  two  other  Latin- 
ites  had  finished  “serving  time”  in  the 
penalty  box.  In  direct  contract  to  the 
first  stanza,  the  Latin  first  line  of 
Douglas,  Tessier,  and  Hamilton  dom- 
inated the  play  and  kept  the  puck 
deep  in  the  Blue  and  Blue  side  of  the 
rink.  The  English  goalie,  however, 
withstood  the  storm;  and  the  period 
witnessed  no  further  scoring. 

In  the  third  and  final  period,  the 
B.L.S.  team  could  not  be  denied  vic- 
tory. “Bob”  Hunter  singlehandedly 
carried  the  puck  to  the  English  blue 
line;  and  in  the  wild  melee  that  fol- 
lowed, “Shanty”  Hogan  put  the  Pur- 
ple ahead  with  a goal  at  2:18.  It 
was  the  selfsame  Hunter  who  scored 


the  third  and  deciding  goal,  unassist- 
ed, just  one  minute  and  fifteen  sec- 
onds later. 

English  pulled  up  to  within  one 
goal  of  a tie  in  the  very  late  stages, 
and  even  took  out  their  goalie  on  an 
effort  to  register  a deadlock;  but  the 
inspired  Latin  defenseman  and  goalie 
would  not  yield,  and  Latin  School 
walked  off  the  ice  as  new  city  cham- 
pions. 

Lineup:  b.,  Serverson;  l.d.,  Hogan; 
r.w.,  Hunter;  c.,  Tessier;  r.w.,  Hamil- 
ton; l.w.,  Douglas.  Spares:  Waldron, 
Austin,  Hodman,  Higgins. 

Latin  Trackmen  Trim 

Commerce,  Memorial 

The  Purple  and  White  track  team 
auspiciously  opened  its  1944  season 
with  a smashing  win  over  Memorial 
and  Commerce.  When  the  final  tabu- 
lation had  been  reached,  the  Latin 
horde  had  amassed  the  high  and 
mighty  total  of  122  points.  This 
showed  up  very  favorably,  in  the  light 
of  Memorial’s  36  and  Commerce’s  23 
point  totals.  The  B.L.S.  board- 
pounders  won  every  first  place  in  the 
meet  except  the  A-B1000,  which 
would  have  been  much  closer,  had 
Bill  Gallagher  been  running. 

The  most  thrilling  event  of  the  af- 
ternoon was  “Jim”  McNulty’s  spark- 
ling win  in  the  A-B300.  After  slipping 
on  the  turn  and  losing  a few  yards, 
McNulty  scrambled  to  his  feet,  sprint- 
ed the  rest  of  the  way,  and  beat  “Aus- 
tie”  O’Malley  to  the  tape  by  a few 
inches.  Once  again  Carl  Parsons  won 
the  440-yard  run  by  thirty  yards,  this 
time  clipping  1.6  seconds  from  his  time 
in  the  class  meet.  “Art”  Collins 
romped  home  in  the  fifty-yard  dash, 
winning  the  event  in  the  fast  time  of 
5.8  seconds. 

In  the  Class  C 440,  which  was  run 
in  two  heats  (places  being  awarded  by 
times)  “Bill”  Fotos  led  the  field  with 
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his  time  of  62.6  seconds.  “Matt” 
Branche,  Warren  Colson,  and  Said 
Bronstein  took  their  usual  first  places, 
and  they  teamed  with  "Dick”  Simon- 
ian  to  give  Latin  an  easy  relay  victory. 

In  Class  D.  Sal  Selvitella,  Ed  Ar- 
dolino.  Dave  Gilbert  and  Dick  Curran 
combined  to  bring  B.L.S.  an  easy  relay 
victory. 

A summary  of  the  meet  follows: 
CLASS  A-B 

50  yd.  hurdles:  1 Braithwaite,  2M,  3 
M.  4 Angus.  Time  7 sec. 

50  yd.  dash:  1 Collins,  2 Granian,  3 
M,  4 Teehan.  Time  5.8  sec. 

440  yd.  run:  1 Parsons,  2 Kelley,  3 C. 

4 Levy.  Time  58.4  sec. 

600  yd.  run:  1 Wesner,  2 C,  3 M,  4 
Finnegan.  Time  1:30.6. 

300  yd.  run:  1 McNulty,  2 O’Malley, 

3 Young,  4 White.  Time  39  sec. 

100  yd.  run:  1 C.  2 Gettleman.  3 C,  4 

Sinabian.  Time  2:40. 

Relay:  1 Parsons,  O’Malley,  McNulty, 
Collins,  2 M,  3 C.  Time  1:24. 
CLASS  C 

50  yd.  hurdles:  1 Branche,  2 M,  3 M, 

4 M.  Ti  me  7.2  sec. 

50  yd.  dash:  1 Colson,  2 C,  3 Greeley, 
4 Simonian.  Time  6.2  sec. 

220  yd.  run:  1 Bronstein,  2 M,  3 Ras- 
kind,  4 Kushner.  Time  28  sec. 

440  yd.  run:  1 Fotos,  2 M.  3 C,  4 
Dempsey.  Time  62.4  sec. 

Relay:  1 Bronstein,  Simonian, 

Branche,  Colson,  2 M,  3 C.  Time 
1.27.6  CLASS  D 
50  yd.  hurdles:  1 Abdonore,  2 M.  3 C, 
4 C.  Time  8.2  sec. 

50  yd.  dash:  1 Ardolino,  2 M,  3 
O'Daly,  4 Connelly.  Time  6.2  sec. 
176  yd.  run:  1 Selvitella,  2 Gilbert,  3 
A.  Braithwaite,  4 M.  Time  23.8 
sec. 

220  yd.  run:  1 Curran,  2 Moritz,  3 
Wisentaner,  4 Gens.  Time  28.6  sec. 
Relay:  1 Ardolino,  Gilbert,  Selvitella, 
Curran,  2 INI,  3 C.  Time  1:32.4. 


Latin  Romps  in 
Triangular  Meet 

The  Boston  Latin  School  tracksters 
sped  to  an  easy  win  in  the  season’s 
fourth  track  meet.  By  amassing  54!/2 
points  in  the  field  events  and  85  in 
the  running,  Latin,  with  their  13914- 
point  total,  was  far  ahead  of  Me- 
chanics and  Dorchester  who  had 
gleaned  8614  and  54  points  respective- 
ly. Despite  the  absence  of  Carl  Par- 
sons and  Saul  Bronstein,  two  of  the 
Latin  stalwarts,  B.L.S.  was  able  to 
win  the  running  events  by  the  com- 
fortable margin  of  eighteen  points. 

The  outstanding  Purple  performers 
were  “Art”  Collins  in  the  A-B  50,  who 
breezed  home  in  the  neat  time  of  5.8 
seconds;  “Matt”  Branche  in  the  C 
hurdles,  whose  time  of  6.9  was  the 
season’s  best  thus  far  in  that  event; 
Warren  Colson,  who  edged  out  team- 
mate “Dick”  Semonian  on  a thrilling 
C-50;  and  last  but  not  least,  the  A-B 
Relay  team,  who  went  on  to  win  their 
event,  even  without  the  illustrious  Mr. 
Parsons.  Surprise  of  the  afternoon 
was  “Jake”  Gettleman’s  “eyelash” 
victory  in  the  A-B  300. 

Summary: 

CLASS  A-B 

50  yard  hurdles:  1 MA.  2 Braithwaite, 

3 MA,  4 MA.  Time  6.6  sec. 

50  yard  dash:  1 Collins,  2 MA,  3 
Graudin,  4 D.  Time  5.8  sec. 

300  yard  run:  1 Gettleman,  2 D.  3 
MA,  4 MA.  Time  38  sec. 

440  yard  run:  1 MA,  2 MA,  3 Kelley, 

4 Levy.  Time  57.9  sec. 

600  yard  run:  1 Wesner,  2 Finnegan, 
3 Adler,  4 MA.  Time  1 min.  28.9 
sec. 

1000  yard  run:  1 MA,  2 I).  3 MA,  4 
MA. 

Relay:  1 Latin  (Gettleman,  Wesner, 
R.  Braithwaite.  Collins),  2 MA,  3 
D.  Time  1 min.  23.2  sec. 
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CLASS  C 

50  yard  hurdles:  1 Branch,  2 MA,  3 
I).  4 D.  Time  6.9  sec. 

50  yard  dash:  1 Colson.  2 Simonian, 

3 MA,  4D.  Time  5.9  sec. 

440  yard  run:  1 MA.  2 Fotos,  3 D.  4 
Holland.  Time  59.9  sec. 

220  yard  run:  1 D.  2 MA,  3 Raskind, 

4 Kushner.  Time  27  sec. 

Relay:  1 Latin  (Raskind.  Blanche, 
Simonian.  Colson) , 2 MA,  3 D. 
Time  1 min.  25.8  sec. 


CLASS  D 

50  yard  hurdles:  1 Gilbert,  2 MA,  3 
Sidman,  4 MA 

176  yard  run:  1 MA,  2 D.  3 Connolly, 
4 A.  Braithwaite.  Time  22.6  sec. 

220  yard  run:  1 MA.  2 Curran,  3 D. 
4 D.  Time  27.4  sec. 

50  yard  dash:  1 Ardoino.  2 Panarese, 
3 O'Daly,  4 Mintz.  Time  6.3  sec. 

Relay:  1 MA.  2 Latin  (Andolino.  Gil- 
bert. Selvitella.  Curran).  3 D.  Time 
1 min.  29.8  sec. 


EXCHANGES 


B.L.S.  is  apparently  too  far  away 
for  the  “Enterprise,”  of  Roxburv  Me- 
morial High  School  (girls) . resounds 
with  pleas  for  men.  complaints  on  the 
shortage  of  males,  and  similar  items 
concerning  the  desirability  of  mascu- 
line companionship.  The  girls  are 
definitely  Sinatra-conscious,  with  op- 
inions ranging  from  “divine”  to 
“snfqwer&.”  A bright  idea  for  the 
Register  would  be  an  illustrated  fash- 
ion page  more  or  less  similar  to  that 
of  the  “Enterprise.”  (Christmas-gift 
department  reports  a live  cat  being 
found  in  a desk.) 

It’s  very  difficult  for  a B.L.S. 
scholar  to  understand  “Brighton  Tow- 
ers.” We  never  come  late  because  of 
fixing  curls.  Our  teachers  don’t  re- 
solve to  give  homework  that  can  be 
understood.  Like  us.  they  have  milk- 
men and  demerits. 

“Ulula,”  from  Manchester.  England, 
has  something  we  have  never  had  . . . 
an  ad  by  a funeral  director  who  claims 
to  be  a specialist  in  cremation.  Is  this 
a suggestion  to  overworked  students? 
The  magazine  is  devoted  to  a long  list 
of  servicemen  and  school  activities. 

Mechanic  Arts  High  School  (“The 
Artisan”)  has  a Latin  School  gradu- 
ate as  their  new  headmaster.  He  is 
Mr.  D.  Leo  Daley.  Pencil  into  your 


grammar  books  (for  a few  marks)  the 
following  joke:  “If  raw  meat  does  not 
agree  with  the  baby,  cook  it.”  The 
students  in  M.A.H.S.  voted  that  the 
school  should  be  co-ed — a fine  ideal 

Advertising  department — what  is 
the  matter?  "The  Current,”  of  Rivers 
Country  Day  School  in  Chestnut 
Hill,  has  twenty-four  full  pages  of  ad- 
vertisements. That’s  right,  twenty- 
four  (24)  full  pages. 

Also  received  are  “Welion.”  Bir- 
mingham. Alabama:  “Humes  High 
Herald,”  Memphis.  Tennesse:  “The 
Record.”  English  High  School;  "Jolly 
Rogers,”  Hyde  Park:  "The  Advance,” 
Salem  Classical  and  High  School. 

Henry  Pixsker 


ANSWERS  TO  “WHO  SAID  IT?” 
1)  Cato  2)  Caesar  3 Hannibal  4)  Pe- 
tain  5)  Montgomery  6)  Lawrence  7) 
Sherman  8)  Jones  9)  Pershing  10)  For- 
rest 11)  Prescott  12)  Farragut  13) 
Mason  14)  Perry  15)  Foch  16)  Jack- 
son  17)  Allen  18)  Lee  19)  Webster 
20)  Wilson. 
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THE  RAMBLINGS  OF  THE  REGISTER  S RAVING  REPORTER 


January  6:  Another  column,  another 
deadline  (for  which  the  R.R.R.  is 
always  late) , and  another  issue  is 
in  the  making.  Today  several  mem- 
bers of  Class  I left  for  local  col- 
leges. 

January  7:  The  O.M.D.  threatened 
to  enforce  dastic  measures  if  boys 
do  not  have  in  their  possession 
empty  bottle  checks  when  they  buy 
milk.  Second  period  physics  class 
went  through  its  usual  seven  and 
one-half  minute  skirmish  in  319. 

January  10:  Today  the  floor  schedule 
for  lunch  was  reversed.  The  second 
floor,  in  order  to  conform  to  the 
rules  goes  down  backwards. 

January  11:  Meeting  of  Class  I.  Mr. 
Wenners  delivered  a quiet  talk  to 
the  members.  About  the  only  sig- 
nificant thing  about  his  speech  was, 
“Pay  your  Senior  money  by  Wed- 
nesday, or  else  . . .”  Now  we  know 
why  you  earned  all  that  money  at 
the  postoffice. 

January  12:  There  was  a combined 
meeting  of  the  Registers  Circula- 
tion and  Advertising  staffs.  Year- 
book sheets  were  given  out  to  Class 

I. 


January  13:  The  O.M.D.  announced 
that  all  milk  purchased  must  be  con- 
sumed. No  more  milk  baths  may 
be  given  by  the  cherubim  of  the 
third  floor  to  the  seraphim  of  the 
first. 

January  14:  Ye  R.R.R.  enjoyed  a 
very  quiet  drill  period  today.  Only 
two  minor  incidents  disturbed  the 
tranquility.  Being  whacked  on  the 
head  with  a rifle  going  in  the  wrong 
direction  and  then  desertion  of  half 
the  company  just  as  the  Colonel 
came  in  for  inspection. 

January  17:  Phys-Ed  started  in  earn- 
est today.  The  massive  physiques 
of  our  intellectual  student  body 
were  exposed  to  the  eyes  of  all.  We 
now  know  where  Charles  Atlas  got 
his  start. 

January  18:  The  draft  of  lunch-room 
captains  has  been  postponed  from 
12:00  M.  to  12:  14  P.M.  Of  course, 
this  shorter  period  of  service  should 
result  in  fewer  casualties. 

January  19:  In  203  we  discussed  the 
possibilities  of  a fourth  term.  The 
master  in  charge  explained  the  tra- 
dition of  only  two  terms  per  man. 
By  the  end  of  the  period,  we,  the 
electorial  college  of  301,  had  elected 
a president.  Who!  We  don’t 
know,  either. 

January  20:  Le  Cercle  Francaise  met 
today.  Mr.  Levine  gave  a short 
talk  on  the  French  underground. 
Zaff  was  elected  president  of  the 
club. 

January  24:  In  a chemistry  test  given 
during  the  second  period  today,  so 
many  received  abysmally  low 
marks  that  much  blue  ink  will  be 
saved. 

January  25:  The  usual  debate  in  100 
today  was  cancelled  in  favor  of  a 
study  period. 
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January  26:  The  new  time  schedule 
beginning  February  1 was  an- 
nounced. It  looks  as  if  B.  L.  S. 
students  will  have  to  get  up  before 
noon.  Who  knows,  we  may  have 
the  thrill  of  seeing  the  sun  push  its 
head  above  the  horizon  in  the  morn- 
ing. Oh,  sure!  z-z-z-z-z  . . . 

January  27:  College  Board  applica- 
tions were  passed  out  to  Class  I,  so 
that  some  Seniors  may  pass  out. 

January  28:  An  interesting  test  paper 
was  read  by  Mr.  Pierce  today.  He 
had  received  it  from  the  “Milton 
Socialite”  after  the  exam  of  the  pre- 
vious day.  The  answer  to  the  ques- 
tion read  like  this:  “Mairsy  doats 
and  dozy  doats  and  little  lambsie 
divey  . . Needless  to  say  that 
student  of  American  History  re- 
ceived several  edibles:  a plum,  a 
doughnut,  a goose  egg  and  a life- 
saver. 

January  31:  The  last  day  for  morning 
sleep.  I guess  that  was  the  reason 
that  during  the  physics  test,  a low 
snore  was  heard. 

February  1:  Everybody  arrived  bright 
and  early,  just  in  time  to  see  Old 
Sol  creep  into  the  dark  corners  of 
the  school.  We  came  too  early. 

February  2:  Everybody  decided  not 
to  repeat  yesterday’s  rash  act  of 
coming  too  early.  We  came  in  late. 
More  members  of  Class  I left  for 
college  today. 

February  3:  The  Fourth  War  Loan 
Drive  opened  at  B.L.S.  today.  The 
“Junior  Minute  Men”  kept  the 
waiting  line  full. 


February  4:  School  opened  at  8:45. 
Slept  until  lunch.  Ate  lunch.  Slept 
until  2:15.  Went  home  to  bed. 
What  a life! 

February  7:  Mr.  Finn  called  together 
the  Music  Appreciation  Club  for  its 
first  meeting  of  the  year.  . . . Class 
T was  told  by  Mr.  Dunn  how  to  act 
on  graduation  night.  Are  we  really 
that  close  to  the  final  curtain? 

February  8:  The  Drill  Hall  was  de- 
clared foreign  territory  for  the  re- 
mainder of  this  week.  ...  A cer- 
tain company,  nearly  all  members 
of  Class  IV.  was  asked  if  they  would 
rather  go  to  study  or  drill  in  the 
hall.  They  voted  for  study;  and  a 
few  minutes  later,  after  the  Colonel 
expressed  surprise  that  a boy  would 
rather  study  than  drill,  they  were 
strange  to  say,  found  drilling. 

February  9:  Mr.  Gardner  held  the 
examination  for  Latin  sharks  in  307 
today.  How  do  people  get  that 
way? 

February  10:  Classes  IV  and  VI  were 
given  achievement  tests.  They 
went  into  the  gym  with  happy  faces 
and  came  out  with  the  defeated 
look  of  morons. 

February  11:  Public  Declamation  for 
Classes  V and  VI.  The  great  ora- 
tors of  the  school  delivered  the 
usual  eloquent  speeches,  which  the 
halls  of  this  great  institution  have 
heard  many  times. 

Feature : Shulman’s  serious  render- 
ing of  a speech  from  “Hamlet,” 
which  the  youngsters  interpreted  as 
highly  diverting. 


26 


LATIN  SCHOOL  REGISTER 


JIMMIE  S FIRST  NIGHT 


It  was  Jimmie  Casey’s  first  night 
on.  He  had  just  been  made  a “cub" 
after  “rushing  copy”  for  three  years. 
Naturally  he  felt  very  proud  and  im- 
portant as  he  sat  at  his  typewriter. 
The  telephone  at  the  booth  in  the 
“City  Room”  jangled  noisily,  and 
then.  “Oh,  Jimmie  Casey;  on  the  first 
booth.”  Jimmie  rushed  hastily  for 
the  booth  and,  lifting  the  receiver, 
listened  with  avid  interest  to  the 
speaker  at  the  end  of  the  line. 

When  the  voice  ceased,  Jimmie 
crammed  on  his  hat,  rushed  into  the 
“Old  Man’s  (i.e.,  the  City  Editor’s) 
and  gasped,  “Hold  the  first  page  on 
the  city  for  me.  I’ve  got  a pretty 
story  coming.”  He  rushed  to  the 
street  and  jumped  into  his  car.  which 
was  standing  near  by,  and  in  ten  sec- 
onds the  Standard  office  was  left  be- 
hind. When  he  got  on  the  avenue,  he 
“hit  it  up,”  and  at  about  eleven  thirty 
he  was  in  Chester,  a suburb  of  Berne. 
He  drove  down  Main  Street,  turned 
into  Audale  Terrace,  and  stopped 
abruptly  at  a large  Colonial  house. 
He  leaped  over  the  fence  instead  of 
entering  through  the  gate.  Going  up 
the  piazza  steps,  he  cautiously  made 
his  way  to  the  side,  drew  his  flash- 
light, and  forced  the  door.  He  moved 
silently  through  the  hall  and  then 
ascended  the  stairs.  As  he  reached 
the  top,  a white  bare  arm  reached  out 
and  slide  into  his.  Jimmie  froze  in 
his  tracks  but  was  determined  to  sell 
his  life  dearly.  He  turned  quickly 
. . . and  looked  into  the  prettiest  pair 
of  brown  eves  he  had  ever  seen. 
“Ssh!  He  hasn’t  gone  yet;  so  be  care- 
ful and  you  may  catch  him  at  it.” 

“Oh.”  said  Jimmie.  “I’m  glad  he 
hasn’t  gone  yet:  this  will  be  a won- 
derful scoop.” 


“Follow  me,  and  be  quick,”  she 
said.  He  tiptoed  after  her,  and  at  the 
white  door  she  stopped.  "He’s  in 
there.  Go  right  in  and  then  do  as 
directed.”  She  pushed  him  in  and  he 
found  himself  in  an  empty  room. 

A paper  was  pushed  under  the 
lv.  It  contained  the  single  word 
“Up.”  He  slumped  down  on  the  chair 
and  thought,  "What  am  I up 
against?”  Glancing  about  the  room 
he  espied  on  the  back  wall  near  the 
ceiling  a small  opening.  “Well,  here 
goes!”  With  reckless  haste  and  no 
thought  of  the  consequences,  he  jump- 
ed into  the  aperture  and  crawled 
along  a narrow  passage.  He  came  to 
a turn;  and  then,  on  a steep  decline, 
he  shot  into  a room  head  first.  Pick- 
ing himself  up,  he  looked  about  him. 
The  moon  shone  on  the  prostrate 
body  of  a woman.  He  approached, 
quivering  with  fear.  He  leaned  over 
and  felt  the  pulse.  The  arm  was  stiff 
and  cold. 

Then  he  noticed  a note  on  the  body. 
He  picked  it  up  with  the  reporter’s 
scent  for  an  additional  story.  Open- 
ing it  he  read  as  follows:  “Dear  Jim- 
mie: Every  good  reporter  goes 
through  the  mill.  When  you  get 
through  writing  down  the  clues,  just 
return  the  dressmaker’s  dummy  and 
come  back  to  the  office,  because  the 
edition  goes  to  press  at  one  o’clock 
and  the  Old  Man  wants  you  to  write 
up  some  district  news  for  East  Scar- 
dale. 

Affectionately  yours. 

The  Boys” 

Jimmie  sighed,  then  grinned,  and 
whistling  softly,  said.  “And  it  was  go- 
ing to  be  a peach  of  a story,  too. 

R.  F.  D„  Jr.,  T9 


Compliments  of 


A FRIEND 


Compliments  of 


KARAS  & KARAS  GLASS  GG. 


BOSTON  SCHOOL  CADETS  UNIFORMS 

ALL  SIZES— LARGE  AND  SMALL  NOW  AVAILABLE 

CHINO  KHAKI  SHIRTS  SHOULDER  BRASSARDS 

CHINO  KHAKI  TROUSERS  TIES 

(genuine  8.2  heavyweight  pre-war  DISCS 
quality)  WEB  WAIST  BELTS 

CANVAS  LEGGINGS 

(For  Forty  Years  Official  Headquarters  for  Cadets'  Uniforms) 

ROSENFIELD  UNIFORM  CO. 

Since  1902 

15  SCHOOL  STREET  BOSTON,  MASS. 


Please  mention  the  Register 


FRESHMEN,  SOPHOMORES 


living  in  Roxbury,  Dorchester,  or  Ma ttapan,  Franklin  Park  - Blue 
Hill  Avenue  area, 

If  interested  in  a retail  clerk's  job  which 

. . . Will  NOT  INTERFERE  WITH  STUDIES 

. . . Will  LAST  DURING  YOUR  ENTIRE  HIGH  SCHOOL 
COURSE 

TELEPHONE  TAL.  7490,  SUNDAY’S  CANDIES 


DICTIONARIES 
REFERENCE  BOOKS 
BIOGRAPHIES 
HISTORIES 
STANDARD  SETS 

NOVELS 

We  Handle  a Complete  Line  of  New 
and  Used  Books  of  All  Publishers 

DeWOLFE&FISKECO. 

THE  ARCHWAY  BOOKSTORE 


2 PARK  ST.,  BOSTON  Tel.  LAF.  5084 

BOOKSELLERS  SINCE  1856 


BOSTON  LINOTYPE  PRINT 

INC. 

• 

Printing  of  All  Kinds  at 
Loivest  Prices 

• 

270  CONGRESS  ST. 

One  door  from  Atlantic  Ave. 
Block  from  South  Station 

Telephones 

HANcock  4703,  4704,  4705 


Please  mention  the  Register 
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UNDER-GR  A,D 


E N N E D Y ’ S 


Northeastern  University 

BOSTON  15,  MASSACHUSETTS 

Offers  day  and  evening  college  courses  for  men  and  women. 

LIBERAL  ARTS 

ENGINEERING 

BUSINESS 

LAW 

Pre-Medical,  Pre-Dental  and  Pre-Legal  Programs 

Cooperative  and  Full-time  Plans  Available. 
Appropriate  degrees  conferred. 

Earn  While  You  Learn. 


FOR  CATALOG  — MAIL  THIS  COUPON  AT  ONCE 
NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 
Director  of  Admissions 
Boston  15,  Massachusetts 
Please  send  me  a catalog  of  the 

□ College  of  Liberal  Arts 

□ College  of  Engineering 

□ College  of  Business  Administration 

□ School  of  Law 

□ Evening  School  of  Business 

Name  

Address  

H-17B  (Street)  (Gty  or  Town)  (P.  O.  Numerals)  (State) 


□ Evening — College  of  Liberal  Arts 

□ Day  Pre-Medical  Program 

□ Day  Pre-Dental  Program 

□ Day  and  Evening  Pre-Legal  Programs 


Please  mention  the  Register 


Warren  K.  Vantine 
Studios 

OFFICIAL  PHOTOGRAPHER  FOR 
CLASS  OF  1944 

160  Boylston  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 


Pltose  mention  the  Register 


